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A Swell Traitor 


Bill Was Such a Fine Guy 
That He Carv’t Be Trusted 


By Art Buchumld 

THE SENATE Internal Se- 
curity subcommittee just re- 
leased classified material in- 
volving the security clear- 
ance of eight distinguished 
American citizens. It was un- 
evaluated material gathered 
by Otito F. Otepka and many 
people protested that this 
kind of thing barked back to 
the McCarthy era. 

I didn’t realize how dan- 
gerous 'something like this 
could be until I was inter- 
viewed by a security special- 
ist from one of the Govern- 
ment agencies who was 
checking up on a good friend 
of mine being considered for 
an important job. 

We shall call my friend 
Bill Hoganblatt, and I knew 
him from my days in Paris. 

The security man was very 
friendly. “How long have you 
known Hoganblatt?” he asked 


“About 18 years,” I replied. 
“I want to say he’s one of 
the finest men I’ve ever had 
the pleasure to be associated 
with. He’s a good father, a 
kind husband, a loyal friend 
and a great American.” 

“What kind of people did 
he associate with during the 
years in Baris?” 

“All kinds. Writers, artists, 
businessmen. Bill as a very 
democratic guy.” . 

“Anything strange about 
these people?” 

* “Well, some of them .were 
strange. I mean we lived in 
Paris and you tend to meet 
a lot of strange people there 
— you know, nuts of all 
kind®.” 

“Were there any left wing- 
ers amongst these friends?” 
“Come to think of it, I 
think there were. At least 
some of them had strong po- 
litical convictions, but I don’t 
■believe Bill — then again he 
never did say much about 
politics.” 

“Didn’t you find this 
strange?” the. investigator 
asked as he took notes. 

“I didn’t at the time, but 
now that you mention it, 
there was something funny 
about Bill not wanting to dis- 


cuss polities." 

WHAT ABOUT girls?” | 
“Bill wasn’t much of a 
ladies man when he was in 
Paris.” 

“That’s quite interesting. 
He didn’t like girls then?” 

“No, he liked girls. As a 
matter of fact he had several 
girl friends when he was in 
Paris.” 

“Then you’d say he was 
promiscuous?” 

“Let me think. Yeh, he was 
more promiscuous than he 
wasn’t. To tell the truth, he 
was a rake.” 

“Would you say he liked i 
foreign girls better than 1 
American girls?” 

“I remember once he had 
two dates — one with a French 
girl iand one with an Ameri- 
can girl and stood up the 
American girl.” 


“How did you feel about 
that?” 

“Well, at the time it didn’t 
bother me, but now that you 
bring it up, it was a dirty 
thing to do. It makes you 
wonder about a fellow like 
that.” 

“You said it; 1 didn’t. What 
about his drinking habits?” 

“As far as I know he never 
touched the stuff at all.” 

“Then you’d call him a se- 
cret drinker?” 

“Gome to think of it, he 
probably was. I never trusted 
a guy who wouldn’t drink in 
public.” 

“What else can you re- 
member about him?” 

“He used to go to the 
museums in Paris a lot.” 

“Did you ever see him go 
to a museum?” 

“No, he just said he ’did.” 
“Then he could have gone 
anywhere during those times. 
Even to the Soviet Embassy.” 
“By golly he could have! I 
wouldn’t have put it past 
him.” 

“One more question. As an 
American citizen, would you 
want Hoganblatt to work for 
your Government?” 

“I should say not! I didn’t | 
realize what a contemptible \ 
rat he was until I talked to ' 
you. For all I know he’s an- 
other Klaus Fuchs and I hope 
he gets what’s coming to him 
real soon.” 
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